








WOXxCIY SPACESHIP NIGHTS 


September 8 A beach of blackish sand and coarse reeds, 
running back into meager fields. Beyond the fields, a narrow, winding road, 
marked here and there by fishermen’s shacks, that comes to a dead end not 
far from the mouth of the Tiber. Swimmers scorn this part of the coast, 
leaving it to the fishermen and the waste carried down by the river. On the 
opposite bank is the beach where we filmed the Saraghina sequence. 

I had frequently come down to watch the work on the spaceship. There 
were two high towers of steel tubing (like the scaffolding one sees every- 
where in Italy on building sites) in the middle of an unattractive beach. 

The residents of Ostia had also seen them during their Sunday walks 
and drives. But tonight, from the center of town, they have seen the scaf- 
folding turn into a fantasia of lace bleached by powerful lights, and they 
realize that the red light revolving a little higher each night for the past 
month is there to warn planes. 

The air is humid. Cars and trucks are ranged at a barrier. Beyond it, 
figures move about in the night, their voices just loud enough to penetrate 
the curtain of darkness. Fellini is behind the camera, his face alight with a 
very warm smile. Instead of his black hat, he wears a beret over his fore- 
head. The camera rises and sinks slowly on the dolly. From time to time 
he pushes the beret farther down as if he wants to make sure it will not 
acquire the casual look generally associated with berets. Everyone who 
does not have a specific assignment is sitting down—on piles of planks 








The missile towers, in the night visit. Pace makes every- 
one climb to the top, while, at the bottom, Guido con- 
fesses to Rossella, “I don’t know what to do with the 


thing.” 
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